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Chats With the Editor 
Knife on the Table 


“Pray for yourself if you want to, 
dear,” Mr. Grimez laughed. “But don’t 
bother to pray for me. My guns and my 
dogs are all the protection I need.” 

Mr. Grimez lived a hundred and fifty 
years ago. It was his job to look after a 
large section of forest in Germany. 

Robbers had been living there. Mr. 
Grimez had finally captured all of them 
except their captain, and this robber chief 
had vowed that he would kill Mr. Grimez 
in revenge. 

Mrs. Grimez prayed that God would 
watch over her husband and protect him 
from the evil designs of this wicked man. 

But Mr. Grimez just smiled. 

“There’s nothing to be worried about,” 
he told her. “With my dogs and my guns 
I’m always safe. That man will never hurt 
me.” 

But such boasting didn’t calm Mrs. 
Grimez’ fears. She kept on praying. 

And then one night Grimez didn’t come 
home when he was expected. Anxious hours 


JEANIE MCCOY, ARTIST 





2 / JUNIOR GUIDE 








passed, and still he failed to show up. He 
was somewhere in the forest. Where? 

Had the robber chief found him? 

Had there been a fight? 

Was he, perhaps at this very moment, in 
desperate need of help? 

Mrs. Grimez’ mother lived in the home. 
As the evening wore on, Mrs. Grimez took 
out the large family Bible and turned to the 
seventy-first psalm. Out loud she read: “In 
thee, O Lord, do I put my trust. ... Be thou ee = 
my strong habitation. . . . Deliver me, O 
my God, out of the hand of the wicked, out 
of the hand of the unrighteous and cruel 
man.” 

The women knelt. They prayed for them- 
selves, they prayed for Mr. Grimez out 





there in the forest. Then they prayed for i 
the robber chief, that God would bless him 1 
and help him somehow to learn of the love ” ] 


and kindness of the Lord and come to Him 
and be forgiven. 
They were getting off their knees when | 
Mr. Grimez walked in. 
He noticed at once that the women had 
been praying, and again he scoffed. “There ( 
is nothing to worry about, I tell you. No 
robber chief would dare attack me in the 
daylight, for I would shoot him before he 
came near. And at night, my faithful watch- 
dogs will always warn me in plenty of time 
to prepare for an attack.” 
Mrs. Grimez sighed and said nothing. 
Someday, she hoped, her husband would | 
realize his dependence on God and yield 
himself to the Holy Spirit. 
Mr. Grimez carefully checked the latch 
to be sure the door was securely locked, then 
continued around the walls checking the 
locks on the windows. “There’s no one 
going to come in here and hurt us, cer- 
tainly not tonight,” he said. 
Mrs. Grimez laid the Bible on the table 
and everyone went to bed. 
Along toward morning Mr. Grimez 
stirred. Then suddenly he was wide awake. 
The window closest to the bed was wide 
open. The Bible was gone from the table. 
In its place was a huge and wicked-looking 
knife. 
How had it got there? 
I'll tell you next week. 


@ @ 





Your friend, 





Old Born Drunk 






By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON EDWARDS 


| ewer was a man in town who was 
drunk so much and was so no-good and 
no-account, that the people quite forgot his 
real name. They called him “Old Born 
Drunk.” 

No one ever dreamed that Old Born 
Drunk would ever be anything else than 
a filthy loafer, reeling around full of booze, 
spitting and evil-smelling. 

The children used to laugh at him and 
even throw small rocks and old peelings at 
him, which was a pitiful thing to do, when 
you remember that all men are bought with 
the precious blood of Jesus. 

Then, to the amazement of the whole 
town, Old Born Drunk became converted 
amd accepted Jesus Christ as his Saviour. 

You probably know already that when- 
ever a person accepts Christ, he begins to 


Old Born Drunk, sitting on the curb, drunk as usual. 
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look different. Old Born Drunk began to 
wash up and, though he was very poor, he 
looked so different that many people did not 
know him. 

But his old cronies knew him and were 
very angry that he had changed his ways 
and did not spend any more of his money 
with them. He was taking it home to his 
wife, and she was beginning a happy life 
such as she had never dreamed of. He began 
to take home little presents, a piece of pretty 
cloth for a dress for her, a set of cups and 
saucers, and a picture for the sitting-room 
wall. 

He did not want to be called Old Born 
Drunk any more. He wanted the children 
and the folks in the town to remember that 
his name was John Parrington. It was music 
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Chapter One: Light in the Forest 


Red-Skin 
PREACHER® ® 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 


, yor per OCCOM was seventeen years 
old and had been a brave for more than 
three years now. “I must remember that and 
not complain,” he kept telling himself. Yet 
all the time he wanted to groan, his stom- 
ach pained him so. 

Smoke from a small fire in the center of 
his family’s hut made a blanket of fog that 
pressed against his face and choked him. 
He heard his mother’s voice, and it sounded 
faint and far away. “He says that he ate 
green grapes,” she told her husband. 

Father sniffed audibly. “He is under a 
spell,” he snorted. “It is well known that he 
catches more fish than anyone else. The 
braves in the tribe across the river can see 
the flash of silver on the scales, and then 
their hearts grow dark with envy. They have 
asked their gods to destroy him.” 

If there had been any doubt in his moth- 
er’s mind, it faded under those words. She 
didn’t even mention green grapes again. 
“Then we must drive their gods away with 
our own more powerful gods,” she said 
sharply. “Go for the medicine man. Go at 
once.” 

Samson heard the hands of the medi- 
cine man as he pushed at the grass door. 
But he could not see him, the smoke was 


too heavy. The vent was closed so that the 
spirits could be kept out, though much 
damage had already been done. 

Locate was the medicine man, and Sam- 
son had known him all his life. Yet as he 
peered through the pall of smoke he sud- 
denly looked like a strange creature from 
another world. He had feathers in his hair, 
and a fur tail hung down across his face 
from a band on his forehead. He moved his 
head back and forth, and the tail swished 
across his eyes, which seemed to glitter. 

“He is here to make me well,’ Samson 
reminded himself. “He is not a demon.” Yet 
fear rose within him. It was as if evil was 
trapped in the hut, as well as the terrible 
smoke. Locate took a bag from his belt and 
scattered powder over Samson, chanting all 
the while. Some of the powder fell into the 
young brave’s eyes. 

He tried to lift his hands to brush it 
away, but he couldn’t move them. He tried 
to turn his head to watch the circling Lo- * 
cate. But only his eyes could follow him. 
The circling movement and the chant were 
making a spell of their own. At last Samson 
drifted into sleep. 

When he awakened, night had passed 
and it was daylight again. The vent was 
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open and light came into the hut. He felt 
very well indeed—except that his eyes 
burned. That was the smoke, he supposed, 
or maybe the powder. He tried to stand up, 
but he was still too weak. 

“Lie still, my son,” his mother warned 
him. “The spell that was put on you was a 
strong one.” 

All memories of the feeling of evil and 
the thought that Locate was a demon were 
washed from Samson’s mind in a quick 
wave of anger. “The braves across the river 
will feel the sting of my arrows,” he said 
arrogantly. 

However, it was several days before all 
the sickness was gone from Samson’s body. 
The boy lay on his pallet for three of those 
days. But at last he slipped down to the 
river and lay on the brown bank. He was 
watching to see whether the braves would 
come to the river to fish, thinking him 
safely dead. 

“It has been an hour,” he said, “by the 
mark of the sun on the water. I can wait no 
longer. I will go to them. My arrows will 
say what my heart feels.” He swam across 
the river, making no more sound than an 
otter. Then he slipped through the tall 
green reeds. There was a clearing between 
the reeds and the village. He lay flat and 





pulled himself along the ground inch by inch. 

At each forward movement he raised his 
head to stare about him. No brave must 
come on him unawares. But he saw no 
braves and heard no sound until he was 
clear into the camp, right at the heart of the 
village. Then he heard a sound that thun- 
dered against his ears, a noise he had heard 
once or twice in his own camp. It made him 
shiver more than any war drum he had 
ever heard. 

“It is the sound of drunken laughter,” he 
said. Indians were running from their huts 
carrying fur pelts to lay at the feet of a 
white trader, who stood knee-deep in furs 
and only lifted his jug to pour when a 
brave gave him a pelt. “What fools they 
are,” Samson grunted. “It is a whole winter's 
catch that they hand out so quickly.” Yet he 
had seen it happen among his own Mohe- 
gans. 

He crept back more carefully than he had 
come, if such a thing were possible. Indians 
filled with firewater were too dangerous to 
fight alone. He warned his own village that 
the men might be aroused into false bravery 
and try to raid the Mohegan village. 

But the night passed quietly, and Samson 
went to the river to fish as soon as it was 

To page 17 


Samson lay on the pallet, and the witch doctor danced around him. 
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FOR years Tommy Riggs had been the bully 

of our neighborhood. All of us feared him 
and tried not to cross him; it seemed best to 
keep out of his way. 

One year I sat in front of him in school, 
and I never knew what diabolical form his 
teasing would take next! 

Because Tommy was taller and broader 
than most of the other boys, many of them 
gave in to him without a fight. Now, look- 
ing back, I realize that his burliness vas® we 
mostly blubber. I never dreamed that I 
would be the one to prove that his power 
was mostly bluff. 

I was quite a tomboy. My best friends 
were twins, Hazel and Harry, who lived next 
door. I liked to roller-skate, ride my skooter, 
and swim, and I could outrace most of the 
boys on the block. 

We had a favorite place to roller-skate. 
Farther down the block there was a vacant 
lot with a large circular cement driveway. 
It was the perfect place to skate or ride our ’ 

e scooters. We always dashed down there 
right after school, eager to play as long as 
possible before suppertime. 

One particular afternoon Hazel, Harry, 


and I skated down there, as eager as usual 
to get off the brick sidewalk and onto the 
smooth cement. But Tommy Riggs and 


three other boys barred our way. 

“Get out of here, Kathy Adams. We've 
decided you kid’s can’t skate here any 
more!” Tommy laughed raucously and the 
other boys grinned. 

a ee “Why not? You don’t own this place!” 
Harry stepped bravely forward, his thin 
body shaking, his eyes flashing behind his 
spectacles. 

Tommy gave him a push, shoving him 
backward so hard he almost fell. “G’wan, 
four-eyes!” he jeered. He advanced on us 
and we retreated. 

I was boiling mad inside. I was as tall as 
Tommy but slightly built, and besides, I 
was a girl. Hazel pulled on my arm. She 
and Harry were both younger than I. 2 c 

“We can’t do anything, Kathy,” she 
whispered. “Let’s go to the park.” 

Harry turned and walked away ahead of 
us, his face red with shame and suppressed 
anger. 

Tommy and the other boys roared with 
laughter and shouted victorious insults 
at us. 

It was such a distance to the park that 
we didn’t have much time to skate after we 
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Did | ever sail into that Tommy Riggs! Oh, boy! 


got there. Other boys and girls were there 
who had also been chased away by Tommy 
and his gang. We all argued and com- 
plained about the bullies, but we didn’t 
come to any decision as to what could be 
done about them. 

For a week we had to go all the way to 
the park after school. As I brooded on the 
injustice of it my anger mounted. I came 
home from school one afternoon and was 
about to go in the front door, when I heard 
a terrible commotion in the back yard. It 
sounded like a cat fight. Instantly I thought 
of my two pet kittens, Inky and Dinky, and 
hurried around the house. 

When I reached the back I stopped 
stock-still in horror. My two little cats were 
hanging over the clothesline, screaming in 
mortal agony and clawing at each other in 
terror! They had been tied together by 
their tails and hung over the line. 

I rushed to release them, but in their ter- 
ror and pain they didn’t know me. By the 
time I got them disentangled, my hands 


were bleeding from their claws. A bellow 
of laughter pierced my blind anger and I 
looked up, through streaming tears, to see 
Tommy Riggs laughing at me. 

The kittens streaked away from me to 
hide under the house, while Tommy 
chortled, “Haw! Haw! Funniest thing I ever 
did!” 

Everything exploded within me at once 
—all his malicious bullying, the injustice 
of his many mean tricks, and this final out- 
rage he had performed on my innocent 
kittens. I never stopped to think—I just 
flew at him and all over him at once. 

The force of my anger and my body bore 
him to the ground, and forgetting com- 
pletely that girls were supposed to be ladies, 
I pounded and scratched him. I'm not at all 
sure I didn’t bite and kick him too. My 
hours of skating, swimming, and other 
sports really paid off now as I pommeled 
him with all my might. 

My fury was also aided by a spurt of that 
superhuman strength that sometimes comes 
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to those of us who need it in a crisis. 

When I finally let up on the bully, he 
was blubbering like a baby. And as I got 
to my feet I realized for the first time that we 
had an audience. The twins and two of 
Tommy’s supposed friends were watch- 
ing us. 

“Atta-girl, Kathy!” Hazel and Harry 
cheered as they pounded me on the back. 

Tommy got up mumbling, “Awww, I 


Tr 
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A FELLOW’S DAD 
By JOAN ROBINSON 


God is so wise and very good 
To give to boys a dad. 

Dad always knows just what is best 
For his young growing lad. 


He knows just how to bat a ball 
And where the hiking's best, 
I'm sure he'd win a medal 
In any kind of test. 


He and I go swimming, 
And he shows me what fo do; 
Someday, if | really try, 
Perhaps | can dive too. 


But what I like the very best 
About my dad so dear 

Is that he takes from off the shelf 
His Bible for me to hear. 


He always reads with steady voice 
The stories | like best, 

Of David and of Ruth, 
Of Moses, and the rest. 


When I grow up to be a dad, 
I hope that ! will be 

As good a dad to my own son 
As dad has been to me. 


bb bo bh hi bi hh ha ha ha ho hh hi ha ha ho ha hh ho ha ha ha he 


couldn’t hit a gir_——” and the other boys 
laughed at him as he slunk away. 

That was the end of Tommy’s bullying 
in our neighborhood. Defeat, and at the 
hands of a girl, ended his tyranny. 

Evidently Tommy had hit me at least 
once, for I had a black eye, which I wore 
proudly as a badge of honor. I dreaded 
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mother’s seeing it, but she must have heard 
the story of what happened from other 
sources, for she didn’t press me for details. 

As she doctored my scratched hands that 
night she said to me seriously, “I can’t al- 
low fighting, Kathy, and I hope you will 
never have occasion to fight again.” 

“But, Mother, he was torturing my kit- 
tens, and he’s been bullying all of us for 
years,” I interrupted. “We had to do some- 
thing.” 

“That’s just my point, dear. You should 
have all banded together and faced him 
long ago. He’s proved he’s a coward. He 
would have backed down.” 

“We didn’t know that before,” I insisted. 

Mother smiled. “I remember when I was 
a small girl I used to go to the field with 
my father and brothers when they were do- 
ing the spring plowing.” A reflective look 
spread over her face. 

The stinging of the medicine on my 
hands had stopped, and I settled back hap- 
pily to hear mother tell about “I remem- 
ber when——” 


Mother pulled gently on the end of one 
of my braids as she continued. “In the cen- 
ter of the field lay a large rock, covered 
with briers and weeds. Every spring my fa- 
ther would tell the boys to be careful and 
be sure to plow around that large rock in 
the clump of briers. But at last father de- 
cided it was time to get rid of it. He placed 
a crowbar under the edge of the rock, and 
with another rock under the crowbar, be- 
gan to pry. To his surprise, the stone lifted 
quite easily and began to break. He stopped 
and examined it closely and found it was 
soft limestone, only four inches thick. He 
then took a sledge, and with a few strokes 
broke it in pieces. The boys came in the 
wagon and hauled the pieces away, the briers 
were cut, and the ground was plowed and 
corn planted.” 

I eyed mother questioningly and waited 
for her to go on. She had a reason for the 
story—I knew that much from past experi- 
ences. 

“For years this stone had defied the 
plows. It had conquered the whole family 
because we were afraid of it. But when fa- 
ther determined it must go and set to work 
on it, # was conquered and had to go. It 
was easily defeated and done away with, 
for its strength was not real, but imagined. 
In this same way, in our lives, we allow 
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ANIMAL MOMS AND DADS 
Are Wonderful Too 





By GRACE V. WATKINS 


baste think your mom and dad are the best 
ever? Of course! You wouldn't trade 
them for any others in the world. 

But it could be that Ronny Rabbit and 
Chuck Chipmunk and Benny Bear feel that 
their parents are super, and wouldn't trade 
with you. For many animal parents care for 
their sons and daughters with remarkable 
skill. 

You have probably watched your mother 
tuck your baby brother or sister into a bas- 
sinet. But did you know that in some 
varieties of ocean catfish, dad carries the 







































































eggs in his mouth until they hatch? And 
after the youngsters hatch out, papa swims 
around with them for a time. If an enemy 
comes in sight, he opens his mouth and all 
the children dash in and stay until the 
coast is clear. 

Another protective parent is the mother 
giant anteater. She often carries her little 
ones on her back and supervises their bring- 
ing-up until it is time for the next family to 
be born. 

You have heard that Mrs. Opossum car- 
ries her children on her back. It’s an amus- 
ing sight, for mom curls her tail up over 
her back, and each small opossum wraps his 
tail around mom’s so he'll have a good firm 
anchor. 

The father marmoset is another con- 
scientious parent. When mealtime rolls 
around, he’s the right-hand man. Mother 
nurses only one youngster at a time. Father 
stands close by and keeps watch over the 
other children awaiting their turn. Some- 
times he chooses one of the small fry as his 
special charge, carrying it around and 
teaching it until it is large enough to shift 
for itself. 

Do your mom and dad sometimes leave 
you with good friends for a couple of hours 
while they make an important shopping 
tour or drive to a nearby town to visit a 
sick uncle or aunt? Red foxes have an even 
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Two red fox mothers moved their babies into one 
den, then one baby-sat while the other went out. 
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[7 WAS time for the Sabbath morning 
service, and the front rows in the large 
church held an unusual number of juniors, 
for their favorite minister was going to 
preach. In his work throughout the confer- 
ence he didn’t find it possible to visit each 
church often, but here he remained the 
juniors’ favorite, for he made the first part 
of the sermon theirs. The story he told to 
begin his remarks was always true. He was 
an excellent storyteller, and the juniors 
didn’t mind the sermonet he tacked on after 
the story. 

The first part of worship that Sabbath 
morning was over. Everyone had bowed in 
prayer, the offering had been taken, and a 
special song was just finished. All junior 
eyes were looking at the minister sitting in 
the center chair on the platform. And as he 
took his place behind the desk several rows 
of juniors sat up a bit straighter. Some 
even sat on the edge of the seat. 

“Highway traffic was heavy that morn- 
ing,” the preacher began. “Cars were going 
fast in both directions. One gentleman, 
we'll call him Mr. Brown, riding along in 
his car and attending to his own business, 
driving at a safe speed and on the right 
side, noticed a small white something in 
the center of the road ahead. As his car 
came nearer he saw that it was a little 
white kitten, terrible frightened by the 





cars coming so fast from both directions. 

“Mr. Brown drove his car off the pave- 
ment and stopped, got out, and carefully 
watching for the traffic, crossed the busy 
road and picked up the little white kitten. 
He was very careful in returning to his 
car, for one car would zoom toward him 
and two others from the opposite direction 
would zoom-zoom on their way. Mr. Brown 
put the very small white kitten in the back 


seat of his car, and in a moment more he »~@® x 


on his way again. 

“Now, perhaps the white kitten didn’t 
like the back seat or the swaying of the car. 
Certainly there was something it didn’t like, 
for it jumped from one side of the car to 
the other. After several trips across the 
back seat it evidently decided to try the 
front seat, and prepared to leap over. Its 
sense of direction was all right, but it 
missed in estimating the distance. Instead 
of coming down in the seat, it went plop! 
right on Mr. Brown’s bald head. Trying to 
hold on, it pushed its sharp claws deeper 
and deeper. 

“Mr. Brown jumped. His hands left the 
steering wheel, and the car left the road, 
plowed through four fence posts, and 
crashed into a pole holding high voltage 
wires. Some of the wires snapped, and the 
first one coming down wrapped around a 
car that had been just behind Mr. Brown 


Dangerous White Kitten 


By ELVA B. GARDNER 
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on the highway. That car left the road too 
and crashed into Mr. Brown’s car. 

“All of this happened just because Mr. 
Brown picked up a harmless little kitten 
on the highway!” The minister paused in 
his story and most of the juniors relaxed a 
bit. A few sat back more comfortably in 
their seats. 

“Junior friends, there are many things 
that look harmless along life’s highway,” 
the minister continued. “Each of us has 
had the experience of picking up what 
seemed to be a harmless little sin now and 
then, only to find in a short time that it 
wasn’t harmless, and its danger multiplied 
and multiplied just as that car accident 
grew more serious in seconds. 

“When I was a boy I remember that I 
did something wrong and mother asked me 
about it. I told her just a little white lie, 
and she asked me another question. I told 
her another white lie to cover the white 
lie I had told to cover the wrong I had 
done. Mother was not convinced or fooled, 
and to straighten out the white lie I had 
told to straighten out the other white lie I 
had told to cover the wrong I had done, I 


told a really big black lie that convinced 
mother that I needed to be straightened 
out.” 

Many of the juniors on those front rows 
gave the minister an understanding look. 
He seemed to be talking about problems 
they understood very well. 

“How fast our problems and wrongs mul- 
tiply!” the minister continued. “If I asked 
you how much is 2 x 2 you would quickly 
tell me 4, and if I asked you how much is 
4 x 4 you would as quickly tell me 16. But 
how much is 16 x 16? It is 256. How 
much is 256 x 256? I've figured it for you. 
It’s 65,536. We started with such a little 
number—2! But it didn’t take long to 
make something big out of it, did it? 

“And so it is with those harmless little 
sins that we pick up on life’s highway. Re- 
member, juniors, our lives always influence 
others just as the second car became in- 
volved in that car accident.” 

The minister closed the junior portion 
of his sermon with this counsel. “When 
you are going down life’s highway, do not 
take notice of the harmless little sins, but 
fix your eyes upon Jesus.” 
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} saci slipped a shiny little pair of nail 
scissors into her blue jacket pocket 
when Mr. White announced that it was 
library time. She glanced around the room 
to see if anyone had noticed what she had 
done and was pleased to see that no one 
had. 

The day before, Mr. White had told all 
his students to make a report on a South 
American country. The report would not 
need to be in for three weeks, he said, but 
Judy was not going to take any chances by 
waiting until the last minute. She had done 
that before, and when at the last minute 
she tried hunting materials, she could not 
find enough. 

This time it was going to be different. 
“First in, first served,” she smiled to her- 
self. She kept her hand tightly over the 
scissors as she hurried down the long cor- 
ridor to the library. 

She had no idea what country the others 
would write about, but she chose Vene- 
zuela. Mrs. Banks, the librarian, showed 
her several places where she could find ma- 
terials about Venezuela. While Mrs. Banks 
and Mr. White were talking at the librar- 
ian’s desk and the other students were busy 
checking out library books, Judy hurriedly 
looked over the material she needed, and 
with the aid of the scissors, she clipped 
material from several of the books and mag- 
azines. 

Hastily she put her takings and the sis- 
sors into her jacket pocket and then browsed 
around the library until everyone was ready 
to go back to the classroom. She was the 
only one not carrying a new library book, 
but Mr. White did not seem to notice. If he 
had, he certainly would have asked questions. 

During the next few days, Judy worked 
furiously on her project. She wrote most 
of it, but here and there she used attractive 
pictures, especially the colored ones from 
the magazines, to add life and interest 
They gave a touch of something that words 
alone could not give. Occasionally she used 
a printed quotation. 

Because she did her work at home no 
one knew what she had done or how she 
had come by her material. She put a bright 
red cover on her booklet at the weekend, 
and placed the booklet on the top of her 
bureau, ready to take to school on Monday 
morning. 

On Sunday evening Penny Morris dropped 
in from across the street to visit with Judy 
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BETRAYED BY 


in her room. They played a new record Penny 
had just bought, and they tried new hair 
styles on each other. Then Penny's eyes 
lighted on the bright red booklet. She was 
very surprised that Judy's project was already 
finished. 

“Where did you get your material?” she 
cried. “You are finished so soon, and you 
even have beautiful pictures for illustra- 
tions. What luck some people have!” 

“That wasn’t luck,” Judy laughed. “It was 
plain foresight and common sense, if you 
ask me. I just happened to get to the li- 
brary first, and there was so much on Vene- 
zuela. I just snipped it all out of the books 
and magazines as quick as a wink, almost 
under Mrs. Banks's nose.” 

Penny was horrified. “You don’t mean 
you CUT the material out of library books 
and magazines!” 

“Of course,” Judy laughed again, una- 
shamed. “Mrs. Banks will never remember 
my asking for something on Venezuela, not 
with all the hundreds of requests she has 
every day for different things.” 

“But won't Mr. White be suspicious 
when he sees your work?” Penny persisted. 

“Of course not,” Judy replied. “I could 
just as easily have gotten magazines at 
home for all Mr. White will ever know. 
Why be so nervous? I’m not.” 

“I'm sure you'll be caught,” Penny said, 
“but I really must admire your nerve! I 
won't tell anyone what you did, but I'd hate 
to be in your shoes when someone finds 
out.” 

They both laughed and turned back to 
the record player. Venezuela, for the time 
being, was forgotten. 

Judy handed in her project on Monday. 
She was the first “in.” Mr. White was busy 











BY A RED PENCIL MARK 


By IVY R. DOHERTY 





JEANIE MC COY, ARTIST 


After hours of searching, Mrs. Banks found a red pencil mark that stopped where a picture had 
been cut from a page. Could she find a picture with a red pencil mark on it in Judy’s notebook? 
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when she gave him her work. He slipped it 
into his large bottom drawer without a sec- 
ond glance. “I congratulate you on being 
so early, Judy,” he said. “I wish all my stu- 
dents would show as much interest.” 

In Miss Markey’s seventh grade that 
week the students were told to write about 
“any country under the sun.” The class was 
delighted. Marion Forsythe chose Vene- 
zuela because she had been wishing she 





WHO WERE THEY? 
By VIOLET M. ROBERTS 


This military leader was 

A righteous man of faith and skill, 
He won a battle with God's help: 

He made the sun and moon stand still. 


Who was he? 


This judge of Israel was strong, 
But no one seemed to be aware 
That all the strength which he possessed 
Was bound up with his uncut hair. 


Who was he? 


While tending sheep near Mount Horeb 
He saw a bush burst into flame, 

And while he marveled at the sight, 
He heard the Lord call out his name. 


Who was he? 
"SaSOW ‘UOSUIDS ‘DNYSsor :suaMsUYy 
STIOUVUUNUUUUULUUOAANUAVUUAULLU UU 


could go to Venezuela ever since some of 
her parents’ friends had visited there and 
had told her how interesting it was. 

Mrs. Banks did not remember having 
helped anyone with Venezuela the week 
before. She was astonished and very close to 
angry when Marion brought several of the 
books and magazines to her desk and dis- 
played gaping holes in the pages. 

Marion smiled pleasantly and said she 
guessed she would have to “visit” in some 
other country. But Mrs. Banks could not 
dismiss the matter so lightly. After all, she 
was the one responsible for the upkeep 
and condition of the books. 
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After some reflection she thought she 
had a clue. She remembered Mr. White's 
asking her on his last library period if she 
had plenty of good material that would 
help his students with reports on South 
American countries. She lost no time get- 
ting in touch with Mr. White. Judy and 
Penny gave each other knowing glances 
when Mrs. Banks called Mr. White out of 
the room for a few minutes. 

When he came back he demanded the 
attention of everyone. He explained what  ) a 
happened in the library. “It was a mean and 
selfish thing to do,” he said. “For that rea- 
son, I do not wish to expose you to the 
other students, but, whoever did it, I am 
asking you to come to me privately and 
confess.” 

Penny thought, “If you’d just look in your 
big bottom drawer, Mr. White, you'd find 
out for yourself.” But of course, Penny had 
no desire to tell him. It was up to Judy. 

Penny sat on the bus with Judy on the 
way home. “Do you plan to confess?” Penny 
inquired. “I told you you'd be caught.” 

Judy smiled, sure of herself and of her 
position. “I’m not caught yet,” she said. 
“Who can prove I did it? Those pieces 
could have been cut out years ago. You 
know all the writing and stuff kids have 
done in some of the old books. After a year 
or two, no one knows who wrote what. It 
will be the same with the cutting out I did. 
No one will be able to prove anything. I’m 
safe!” 

Penny wondered how her friend could 
be so unconcerned about such a serious 
matter. She wondered how it would all end. 
It would be bad if Judy were found out, but 
it would be worse if she weren't found out. 
Perhaps, if she managed to hide her selfish 
act she would feel encouraged to do some- 
thing worse another time. 

Mr. White’s stomach turned over in a 
sickly, dismayed kind of way when he was 
getting out of his bottom drawer some tests 
to correct and found that the red booklet 
was entitled “Venezuela.” There were dip-@ & 
pings in it, and there were pictures. He sat 
and stared. He could not believe Judy capa- 
ble of such a thing. She came from a very 
respectable home and was given everything ; 
a girl could wish for. It was not a question 
of lack of funds to buy magazines and books 
that would force Judy to act the way she 
had. That is, of course, he thought grasping 

To page 17 








FREDERIC 
TUDOR, 


the Ice King 


By BERT RHOADS 


ae TUDOR’S neighbors were 
sure he was crazy. He said he could ship 
ice from Massachusetts to the West Indies 
in a sailing ship, and sell it when it got 
there for enough money to make a profit. 
“It would all melt on the way,” the neigh- 
bors scoffed. 

Nevertheless, in 1806 Frederic Tudor 
shipped the Massachusetts ice to Martinique, 
an island in the West Indies. He packed 
130 tons of it into the ship and it reached 
Martinique weeks later in perfect condi- 
tion. Later he shipped ice to New Orleans. 
The people were so pleased that one ship- 
load a year was not enough. New Orleans 
was soon ordering thirty shiploads a year. 

But it took Mr. Tudor twenty-nine years 
to convince people that it would be profit- 
able to invest money in a project for ship- 
ping ice to India. He sent his first cargo, 
180 tons, to Calcutta. One third melted on 
the way, but Tudor was able to sell the 
two thirds that remained for a profit, even 
though the price he charged was only half 
what the rich people in Calcutta were pay- 
ing for artificially frozen ice. 

The Indian people were so pleased that 
they built a heat-proof building for Mr. 
Tudor to store his ice in. He matched their 
kindness on the next trip by selling them 
Jeane Mccoy, antist ice at a profit of only three cents a pound. 


At first the Indians feared the ice. They had He made ice so cheap that the English peo- 
never seen any before, and demons might be in it, ple of Calcutta could use it regularly. Ice 
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was cheaper in Calcutta than it was in Lon- 
don or Paris. 

Mr. Tudor found better ways of cutting, 
packing, storing, and unloading his ice. His 
ships in the Massachusetts harbors were 
loaded quickly in the snapping cold of Jan- 
uary when the ice was at a temperature be- 
low zero. The shiny blocks, two feet on a 
side, were loaded into ships intensely cold 
and were packed neatly and in perfect or- 
der in the hold with layers of sawdust be- 
tween them as a mason would use mortar. 
Sometimes on top of the ice, up under the 
deck, Mr. Tudor would place a layer of 
apples in barrels. 

The ship would be at sea four or five 
months, traveling over sixteen thousand 
miles of salt water. It would cross the equa- 
tor twice. On reaching port the ice would 
be quickly unloaded in a temperature of 
ninety or one hundred degrees. It was stored 
in houses with double walls and four or 
five separate roofs. The people of India 
could have ice every day in the year at a 
price they could afford to pay. 

Apples were in great demand, for they 
do not grow in tropical countries. Some- 
times the profits on the apples would be 
enough to pay the freight on the ice. 

The natives whose job it was to unload 
ships in the Calcutta harbor were afraid of 
the ice at first. Demons might be lurking 
in those cold shiny blocks. You see, many 
people of India had never seen ice before. 
Once a missionary told some of them that 
in his home country, America, water got so 
hard that one could walk on the surface of 
the rivers. In reply, one of the natives said, 
“You have told us many things that are hard 
to believe, but this beats all of your other 
stories. Now we know you are a liar.” 

However, the Indians soon found that 
the ice wouldn’t hurt them. In an unbe- 
lievably short time a line of men, each carry- 
ing a block of ice on his head, would unload 
a ship. Once stored in the insulated ice 
houses, ice that cost four dollars a ton in 
Boston was worth fifty dollars in India. 

Mr. Tudor enjoyed twenty-five years of 
success. Then through the fraudulent ac- 
tions of some dishonest men he lost every- 
thing he possessed and was in debt $210,- 
000 more than he could pay. The men he 
owed wanted Tudor to be their agent and 
conduct his business for them till the debts 
should be paid. Mr. Tudor was then fifty- 
eight years old. 
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He did not like this plan. He preferred 
to run his business in his own way with no 
bosses over him. The people he owed money 
to allowed him to do it that way. But there 
was more trouble ahead. Through trusting 
dishonest persons Mr. Tudor lost even more 
money. He had to buy land bordering the 
lakes from which he cut his ice. In New 
Orleans and India he had to build expensive 
storehouses. 

Yet in spite of all this, in fourteen years 
Mr. Tudor had paid all his debts, amount- 
ing to $300,000. The land he had bought 
during the fourteen years increased greatly 
in value. He was again a man of wealth. He 
lived to a good old age and was honored 
and respected for his upright character. 

When a notable native of India was visit- 
ing in America he told the statesman, Ed- 
ward Everett, of the great benefit Massa- 
chusetts had conferred on India. Everett 
could not think of anything Massachusetts 
had ever done to benefit India, so he asked 
the Indian what he was referring to. 

“Oh,” he said, “the great benefits your 
Massachusetts ice has been to us.” 


The Bully 
From page 8 


difficulties to conquer us, and because of 
fear we do not make the progress we 
should. The sooner we attack our difficulties 
the more easily we may conquer them. If 
we remember our prayers and are steadfast 
and faithful to our Lord, we will always 
have Him with us to aid and direct us.” 
Mother’s smile was sweet and sincere. Her 
true faith and belief shone out of her blue 
eyes. 

I hugged her tightly. “Thank you, 
Mother. You make things so clear. It’s just 
like lots of times when I’ve worried and 
been afraid of something that was going to 
happen—like a test or something I'd never 
done before. Then when the time came it 
wasn’t nearly as bad as the expectation.” 

She nodded knowingly. “Remember, 
Kathy, the most wonderful part of all is, we 
are never alone; our Lord is always with us. 
Too many people forget this during their 
lives. I hope and pray you never will.” 

“I won't ever forget, Mother,” I prom- 
ised. Then we knelt to pray together. 
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Red-Skin Preacher 
From page 5 


dawn. The camp across the river was quiet. 
The trader had taken every pelt and left the 
Indians too stupified to stir. “They will not 
put a spell on my fishing this day,” he 
gloated. He too had forgotten about the 
green grapes and believed Locate had out- 
smarted the gods of the enemy. 

Samson fished for many members of the 
tribe besides his own family. An orphan, 
perhaps, or a widow who could not fish. Or 
perhaps for an old man. Always the tribal 
gods had blessed his fishing. No one in his 
tribe ever caught more. 

To be extra sure today he spoke directly 
to the river god. “Let the fat and silver fish 
leap to my line,” he said urgently. 

With twelve silver fish soon caught and 
looped into an alder shoot, he was happy. 
Locate had driven out the evil spirits. The 
river god had blessed his line. The young 
braves across the river would have hands 
that shook for many days. The river was his. 
He felt very arrogant and boastful, some- 
how. A sudden thought came to his mind. 
He tried to push it away. “You thought Lo- 
cate looked like a demon,” he reminded 
himself. Then he added something truth- 
fully that he did not want to admit. “And 
you really did eat green grapes.” 

It was a strange thing, because it hap- 
pened so often. He liked his world the way 
it was. He did not want to change it. But 
always thoughts came unbidden, like being 
ill from grapes and not a spell, or else won- 
dering why powder that made his eyes burn 
could heal him. Sometimes he even thought 
that he could catch many fish and never 
ask the river god to help him. He was that 
skilled. 

He looked around at the woods of Con- 
necticut on this lovely day in 1739, and fear 
crept into his heart. What if the gods saw 
into his mind? What if they read his doubt- 
ing thoughts? Then he would be punished. 
Then there would be no more fish. But an- 
other thought flashed in unbidden. What 
if there were no gods? What if Locate was 
just an Indian like himself, painted and 
furred? 

Just then Samson heard a sound, and it 
was like a voice that spoke through the 
forest. “The gods have heard my thoughts 
and are answering me,” he thought in panic. 


However, the voice had a very human sound. 
Come to think of it, he had never heard a 
god speak. Perhaps one of the braves had 
crossed the river after all. With native cau- 
tion he slipped forward. His eyes widened 
at what he saw. 

A thin stranger sat in a clearing on a 
thin and rusty-looking horse. It was his 
voice that Samson had heard, and he was 
speaking now. Indians stood around him 
in a circle, and more slipped out of the 
woods like shadows, as Samson himself had 
done. The man, who was white, spoke in 
the tongue of the Mohegans. 

“Your lives are cluttered up with many 
gods,” he was saying. “You must talk to the 
rain god and the water god and the wind 
god—and these are just three. There are a 
hundred others, maybe more. Always you 
must be busy keeping them satisfied.” He 
looked around at the uplifted faces in the 
circle. 

Samson had a feeling that many of the 
braves had heard the man before and knew 
what he was talking about. But he himself 
did not know. Then the man’s voice thun- 
dered through the clearing, strong and sure. 
“There is only one God. He made the whole 
world and all that is in it. He wants you 
all to be His children. All He asks is that 
you love Him.” His voice quieted down. 
“He is like a father.” 

All of his life the gods had worried Sam- 
son. For a startled instant he felt as if a 
hand had been placed in his, taking away 
his fear and bewilderment. Then he looked 
at the white face. He knew white men. “He 
will try to sell us firewater,” Samson Occom 
muttered scornfully, and curled his lip in 
contempt. 

(This is the fust of three chapters.) 


Betrayed by a Red Pencil Mark 
From page 14 


at a stray hope, if it really were Judy. 
Maybe he was just being swayed by cir- 
cumstantial evidence. 

At recess he questioned the girl. Judy did 
not act embarrassed or guilty. She simply 
denied that she had done anything to harm 
books. She was so calm and convincing that 
she completely deceived her teacher. “Per- 
haps someone who was here years ago did 
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it,” she offered casually as she walked away. 

Mr. White made this same suggestion to 
Mrs. Banks, but that was one solution Mrs. 
Banks would not accept. She had spent a 
great deal of time going through the library 
books and magazines before school started, 
and she had seen no such damage then. 
This had happened since school had started, 
of that she was sure. “It has been done re- 
cently,” she told Mr. White. 

Mr. White left the red booklet with 
Mrs. Banks. “Perhaps something will turn 
up,” he said rather hopelessly. 

Mrs. Banks could not rest concerning the 
matter. She loved books. That was why she 
was a librarian. She could not stand to see 
books ill-treated. She stayed behind after 
the children and teachers had left for home. 
Again she went through the cut pages. On 
one page she noticed that a streak had been 
made across it with a red pencil. 

Excitedly, she measured the hole in the 
page. Somewhere there had to be a clipping 
with a red pencil mark. Of course, the clip- 
ping could have been destroyed and her 
“hunch” would be wasted; the truth would 
never be known. 

She looked through Judy’s project again 
and again. There was no red pencil mark. 
She measured one picture again. It looked 
as though it would just fit into a space on one 
of the pages. Yes, it was the exact size. 

After a great deal of trouble she steamed 
off the picture. Judy had certainly done a 
good job with the gluing. 

Across the back of the picture was a red 
pencil mark! 

When she placed it on the printed page 
the two red marks met, exactly! 

This time Mrs. Banks was the one whose 
stomach gave a sickly flip-flop. She was 
ashamed of Judy and very disappointed in 
her selfishness. She had lied too. 

Mr. White and Mrs. Banks were waiting 
for Judy in the library when she came in 
the next morning. Her face turned pale 
when Mr. White showed her what the 
librarian had discovered. She had been so 
sure of herself! How she hated to be found 
out! 

“My father has tons of money. He'll pay 
for the old books,” Judy said. 

“Pay for the books, Judy!” Mrs. Banks 
cried. “Do you think that is all that is in- 
volved? Of course, the books must be re- 
placed, if it is possible, but there are some 
things that money cannot buy, Judy.” 
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Judy whirled around and looked puzzled. 
Her eyes were flashing. She had always 
counted a great deal on money buying 
things. Good things. The best things. All 
the things she wanted. 

“When I said there are things that can- 
not be bought with money, I was referring 
to things like consideration for others,” 
Mrs. Banks said. “Things of the heart can- 
not be bought and sold. But at times they 
require a great deal of self-discipline and of 
putting the other fellow’s wishes before 
one’s own. It is a rare quality for any girl 
to possess, this consideration for others. If 
it is cultivated, it can be worth more to 
you than anything money can ever buy.” 

Mr. White studied Judy’s face. He said, 
“I can’t think of any form of punishment 
that would be fitting for such a contemptu- 
ous, despicable act, Judy. I think as Mrs. 
Banks does. Can I hope that you will re- 
member that the best quality to be found 
in any girl is that she considers the needs of 
others before she acts for herself?” 

Judy’s eyes dropped for the first time 
under Mr. White’s steady gaze. Finally, her 
voice came, low and halting. “Yes, I believe 
you can hope for that, Mr. White.” 


Animal Moms and Dads Are 
Wonderful, Too 


From page 9 


more colorful custom. Sometimes two 
mother red foxes share the same den, taking 
turns nursing the little ones, and taking 
turns, also, going off to a meadow or field in 
search of food. 

Did you ever wonder what sunfish fam- 
ily life is like? Mr. Sunfish is one of the 
best of all fathers. After Mrs. Sunfish has 
laid the eggs in the nest her husband has 
built on the bottom of a lake, Mr. Sunfish 
does all the work of tending the eggs and 
guarding the baby fish when they hatch. 
One animal enthusiast who was standing 
in shallow water felt something nudge his 
toe. On looking down, he discovered it was 
a father sunfish. The brave little fellow at- 
tacked again and again and the man soon 
saw the nest nearby and hurried away. 

Some male fish carry eggs about with them 
until they hatch. The male sea horse some- 
times carries 150 to 200 eggs in a pouch on 














his body for 45 days or so before the eggs 
hatch. 

But Papa Panamanian Poison Frog has an 
even more unusual custom. The eggs are 
laid in small pools or ditches or in a tiny 
puddle on a leaf. After the youngsters 
hatch, papa scoops them up and _ hustles 
them off to more suitable living quarters, 
often in a hollow tree trunk. 

Do any animals, other than the monkey 
family, walk on their hind legs carrying 
junior? “Of course not!” you exclaim. But 
you're wrong. Sometimes Mom Beaver does 
just that, moving along quietly with a baby 
in her arms. Mom holds her hands open 
with the palms down, and junior rides on 
the small platform this makes. 

Animal parents sometimes have prob- 
lems training their children. Baby otters, 
for instance, don’t want to learn the ins and 
outs of water lore. But mom wields a firm 
paw and conducts classes in swimming and 
fishing. 

Sometimes young black bears are unco- 
operative too. One animal student re- 
ported seeing a mother bear trying to per- 
suade junior to learn to climb a tree. When 
the youngster squealed and resisted, mom 
spanked him with a skillful paw in the 
place where spankings are usually adminis- 
tered, and junior scrambled up the tree 
with an even louder squeal. 


Many animals and birds show great 
bravery and cunning if an enemy comes 
near their little ones. If a killdeer mother 
sees an enemy approaching, she stays per- 
fectly still until the intruder is a few yards 
away, then she dashes from the nest and 
makes a big show of being wounded, drag- 
ging one wing and lunging this way and 
that. When the enemy is a safe distance 
from the nest, she rises up on strong wings 
and leaves the pursuer completely befud- 
dled. 


If you come upon a small animal, should 
you pick it up and take it home? No. Un- 
less you see that it is hurt, or you are 
positive the mother has been killed, it is 
better to go on and leave it alone; for its 
mother is probably not far off and will re- 
turn to it as soon as you are gone. 


If you do find a small creature that’s 
hurt, take it to the humane society or ani- 
mal shelter, if your town has one. If you 
can’t do this, consult someone who is an 
authority and find out what to do. A vet- 





Forgiving Is Best 


October 

15. Col. 3:13 Forgive as Christ forgave 
16. Matt.6:14 Forgive men their trespasses 
17. Ps. 32:1 Transgression forgiven 

18. Ps. 32:5 1 acknowledged my sin 


19. Matt. 18:21, 22 Forgive seventy times seven 
20. Matt. 6:12 Forgive us, as we forgive 
21. 1 John 1:9 If we confess, He will forgive 








erinarian will know. Little creatures need 
a warm, dry bed and frequent feedings. 

When the baby is big enough and 
strong enough to care for itself, teach it to 
be independent, then let it go free in some 
suitable place where it can live as nature 
intended. 





Old Born Drunk 
From page 3 


to his soul when the groceryman would say, 
“And what else, Mr. Parrington?” 

It was so much nicer going home with 
a bag of groceries—lettuce, peaches, bread, 
and butter—than the bulge of an ugly flat 
bottle in his hip pocket, vomit on his shirt, 
scum in his eye, and a dizzy reeling world 
around him. 

One day, after he had begun to belong 
to the family of God, he was coming hap- 
pily home from the store. He had a little 
surprise for Marthy, his wife, and he was 
wondering what she would say about it. He 
had never seen such a pretty water set in all 
his life, as the one he had just bought for 
her. The glasses were all of different colors, 
and the pitcher was all colors, too. He car- 
ried the box carefully, in both arms. 

Just then his coat was grabbed so roughly 
he almost dropped his precious package on 
the sidewalk. He turned about. It was Clap- 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath Schoo! Department of the General Conference 





Lesson theme for the fourth quarter: "Youthful Witnesses." 


I—God's Call to the Children 


(October 7) 


Memory VERSE: “Let no man despise thy 
youth; but be thou an example of the believers, in 
word, in conversation, in charity, in spirit, in 
faith, in purity” (1 Timothy 4:12). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read some of the counsel God gives to children 
and youth through His servant Solomon, in 
Proverbs 3:1-6 and 4:20-27. Read the memory 
verse over a few times. Go over it each day as 
you study the lesson assignment. 


SUNDAY 


Jesus Shows His Care for the Children 


Open your Bible to Mark 10. 

One day when Jesus was teaching on the far 
side of Jordan, a certain mother thought it 
would be a good idea to take her children to Him 
to ask Him to bless them, for it was the custom 
to take children to a rabbi to receive a blessing. 
On the way, the mother told a friend what she 
intended to do, and soon several mothers had 
joined the first mother on the way to the Great 
Teacher. Some of the children were primaries, 
some were juniors, and even youth. However, 
the disciples were not pleased when they saw the 
mothers and children coming. What good would 
it do these children, they thought, to receive the 
Master’s blessing? Read verse 13 and see what 
the disciples did. 

But Jesus did not want the children sent away. 
He dearly loved them and saw in them great 
possibilities. Read verses 14 and 15 and find what 
He said to the disciples. 

So the children were allowed to come to Jesus 
who Himself had once been a trusting child. He 
took them in His arms, laid His gentle hands 
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upon them, and blessed them with words that 
they never forgot. Read about it in verse 16. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
511. 


THINK how this story assures us that Jesus had 
a real love for and understanding of children. 


Pray that you may seek Christ’s blessing and 
pass it on to others. 


MONDAY 


God Wants the Children and Young People to 
Love Him. 


Open your Bible to Ecclesiastes 12. 


One of Satan’s deceptions is to whisper to 
children and young people that there is plenty 
of time to devote to God in later years; that 
while they are young they can give their atten- 
tion to play and pleasure, and then when they 
are older they can work for Him. But this is not 
what the Bible teaches. Read verse 1 and find 
the right time to give our hearts to the Creator. 

“My son, give me thine heart,” God pleads 
with every child, “and let thine eyes observe my 
ways” (Proverbs 23:26). Jesus wants you to 
come to Him now, just as the children came to 
Him during His earthly life, that you may gain 
His blessing and become workers for Him. 

Childhood and youth is the time for learning 
of Christ. “My son, attend to my words; incline 
thine ear unto my sayings. Let them not depart 
from thine eyes; keep them in the midst of thine 
heart. For they are life unto those that find 
them, and health to all their flesh,” Solomon tells 
us (Proverbs 4:20-22). 


For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 204, par. 1. 








Tuink! Are you inclined to put off the day of 
giving your heart to Jesus? 

RESOLVE that Jesus will have all of your heart 
now while you are young. 


TUESDAY 


Trained for the Master’s Service 
Open your Bible to Proverbs 22. 


Before a young person can go out to serve 
the Lord Jesus, he must be trained. 

Read verse 6 and see what Solomon says about 
the need for training. 

Perhaps you have watched horses or other 
animals getting ready for a fair or exhibition. 
They have to go through a strenuous program to 
make them fit for what is before them—groom- 
ing, exercising, and training of many kinds. So 
every child has to be trained and exercised for 
the service of the King. 

“Children are sometimes tempted to chafe 
under restraint; but in afterlife they will bless 
their parents for the faithful care and strict 
watchfulness that guarded and guided them in 
their years of inexperience.”—Counsels to Par- 
ents and Teachers, p. 161. 

Although our Lord was the Son of God, He 
submitted to the training of His earthly parents. 
For thirty years He lived in their home in Naz- 
areth, subjecting Himself to their training, pre- 
paring Himself for the three and a half years in 
which He was to teach, preach, and heal. He was 
serving God as truly in those days in Nazareth 
as He was in the crowded years of His active 
ministry. 
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Listen as you read the Bible, and hear God speaking. 


For further #éading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 333, pars. 1, 2. 


Tu1nK of Christ’s boyhood days in Nazareth. 


RESOLVE to know that you may be serving 
Jesus as truly during your years of training in 
the home as if you were serving Him in active 
work in the mission fields. 


WEDNESDAY 


Serving God in the Home 


Open your Bible to Ephesians 6. 


The first responsibility God gives to children 
is to honor their parents. “Honour thy father 
and thy mother,” says the fifth commandment, 
“that thy days may be long upon the land which 
the Lord thy God giveth thee” (Exodus 20:12). 

“Children, God has seen fit to intrust you to 
the care of your parents, for them to instruct 
and discipline, and thus act their part in forming 
your character for heaven. And yet it rests with 
you to say whether you will develop a good 
Christian character by making the best of the 
advantages you have from godly, faithful, pray- 
ing parents. Notwithstanding all the anxiety and 
faithfulness of parents in behalf of their chil- 
dren, they alone cannot save them. There is a 
work for the children to do. Every child has an 
individual case to attend to.”—Messages to 
Young People, p. 338. 

Find what Paul, in the New Testament, has 
to say about obedience to parents, in verses 1 
to 3. 

“My son,” says Solomon, “hear the instruction 
of thy father, and forsake not the law of thy 
mother: for they shall be an ornament of grace 
unto thy head, and chains about thy neck” 
(Proverbs 1:8, 9), and again: “My son, keep 
thy father’s commandment, and forsake not the 
law of thy mother: bind them continually upon 
thine heart, and tie them about thy neck” (Prov- 
erbs 6:20, 21). 

For further reading: The Adventist Home, pp. 
300, 301. 


Tuink! Are you serving God by being a good 
son or daughter in your own home? 


Pray that you may be a practical demonstra- 
tion of Christianity by being an obedient, help- 
ful member of your household. 


THURSDAY 


Youth Are Called to Serve in the Church 


Open your Bible to Acts 2. 


Religion begins in the home, but it does not 
end there. Children who have learned to be 
active, helpful members of the home firm extend 
their missionary efforts beyond the home into 
the church and the world. 

“The mission of the home extends beyond its 
own members. The Christian home is to be an 
object lesson, illustrating the excellence of the 
true principles of life. Such an illustration will 
be a power for good in the world. Far more 
powerful than any sermon that can be preached 
is the influence of a true home upon human 
hearts and lives. As the youth go out from such 
a home, the lessons they have learned are im- 
parted. Nobler principles of life are introduced 
into other households, and an uplifting influence 
works in the community.”—The Ministry of 
Healing, p. 352. 

In the words of this week’s memory verse, the 
youth are to be an “example of the believers.” 
That is, a sample, or a model, of what a true 
Christian should be. When you go visiting in 
other peoples’ homes are you a sample of what 
your home and your church produce? That is 
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what Paul meant when he told Timothy to be an 
“example of the believers.” 

Children can do more than this. They can, if 
they wish, have an active part in the preaching 
of the gospel. Read verse 17 and see how they 
are to do this in the last days. 

During this quarter we are studying about 
young people in the Bible upon whom God 
poured His Spirit, and whom He used to do His 
work. 

Many people have been won to Christ because 
of juniors who have not been afraid to speak 
of the gospel of Jesus Christ. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 196 

Tung! Are you ready to be a member of the 
great army of youth who are to bear the Advent 
message to all the world? 

Pray that God may be able to call on you to 
do His work in the closing days of the world’s 


history. 
FRIDAY 


TELL WHETHER Solomon, Paul, or Christ voiced 
God’s will in saying: 


1. “Whosoever shall not receive the kingdom 
of God as a little child, he shall not enter 
therein” (Mark 10:15). 

2. “My son, hear the instruction of thy father, 
and forsake not the law of thy mother” (Prov- 
erbs 1:8). 

3. “Suffer the little children to come unto me, 
and forbid them not” (Mark 10:14). 

4. “Be thou an example of the believers” (1 
Timothy 4:12). 

5. “My son, give me thine heart” (Proverbs 
23:26). 

6. “Remember now thy Creator in the days 
of thy youth” (Ecclesiastes 12:1). 

7. “Honour thy father and thy mother” (Ex- 
odus 20:12). 

8. “Of such is the kingdom of God” (Mark 
10:14). 

9. “Children, obey your parents in the Lord: 
for this is right” (Ephesians 6:1). 

Review the memory verse. 

For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bible 
Story, vol. 9, pp. 9-14. 





Old Born Drunk 
From page 19 


trap, and some of his old cronies. He had 
bought him many a drink in the old days 
and had often gotten drunk with him. 

“What do you want with me?” John asked 
nervously, for Claptrap could not have 
looked more hateful if he had been Satan 
himself. 





“We're going to get you roaring drunk,” 
Claptrap said grimly. “You can’t go around 
— like you are better than us another 

ay. 

A flat bottle was produced and John was 
ordered to drink. You see, these men knew 
that when a person becomes an alcoholic, 
then quits, and then once more tastes the 
filthy stuff, he cannot seem to stop any more, 
and will do anything to get another drink. 
They thought they had Old Born Drunk 
where he couldn’t get away. But they didn’t. 
They had John. And John was not Old 
Born Drunk. He was John Born Again. He 
refused. 

“Boys,” he said in such a kind voice that 
none of them recognized the tone, “boys, I 
can never drink such stuff again. I have 
learned to live and be happy since I quit. 
I did not know there was such happiness in 
all the world till I found Christ.” They of- 
fered him money if he would just take one 
sip. But John kept the faith. He fought a 
good fight. 

“All right,” screamed Claptrap. “If you 
won't drink it on the inside you can take it 
on the outside,” and they drenched the old 
man’s clothes. They even threw the stuff 
into his patient face. A crowd gathered, 
watching. 

He took the abuse so humbly and so pa- 
tiently that a man in the crowd said, “Stop 
that, you fellows, or I will come and give 
you something you won't like.” 

Claptrap and his confederates sneaked 
away, but the crowd cheered John Born 
Again. Someone passed the hat, and John, 
though he walked into the house smelling 
badly of whisky, walked steadily. And he 
was so happy that his wife had no time to 
be scared or discouraged. He was out of the 
smelly clothes in a minute, and the lovely 
water set was on the table for them both to 
admire. A water set for water—not whisky, 
but water, a gift from the great God. 
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YES You can earn a real movie or still camera 
the easy LIFE AND HEALTH way. Here's all you 
have to do: Sell the required amount of magazines 
or subscriptions and turn in the full profit, plus 
cost of magazines, to your local Conference Pub- 
lishing Department Secretary, and the camera of 
your choice will be shipped to the address you 
supply. 


No. 77 Brownie Movie Camera: 


Easy to use—only one simple setting of dial; 
economical too—uses low-cost 8 mm. roll film; 
no focusing required, color-coded optical finder, 
accepts Kodak telephoto and wide-angle con- 
verters. Retail $32.50. Requirement: Sell 10 
subscriptions at $5.00 per year or 100 single 
copies at 50 cents each. 


No. 43E Brownie Flash Outfit: 


The handsome, capable “big brother” of the 
famous Brownie Starflash Camera . . . for day 
and night, sun or shade, snaps or slides. Includes 
Brownie Flash 20 Camera, 4 M2 flashbulbs, 2 pen- 
lite batteries, 1 roll of Kodak Verichrome Pan 
620 film, neck strap, instruction booklet. Retail 
$15.35. Requirement: Sell 5 subscriptions at 
$5.00 per year or 50 single copies at 50 cents 
each. 


It will surprise you bow, by using just an bour 
or two each day, through this plan you may own 
one or both of these excellent cameras. Do it now. 
Don’t miss this opportunity. 
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Migration of Birds, No. 4-By Harry Baerg 
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1. Jeremiah said, “Yea, the stork in the heaven 
knoweth her appointed times;” and in so doing he 
called attention to the fact that birds not only 
migrate but they observe a time in coming. 2. The 
swallows have gained quite a reputation for punctu- 








ality by returning on almost the same day year after 
year to Capistrano, and bird watchers who keep a 
record notice this is also true of other birds. 3. 
Sooty shearwaters have been noticed migrating single 
file even with the third breaker along Puget Sound. 
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4. It seems that they gather from various breeding 
grounds into one large flock that travels over the 
ocean and lands like a storm, all arriving within 15 
minutes on a small island near Australia for nest- 
ing. 5. Albatrosses, similarly gather from the four 
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7. It has also been noted that birds do not like 
to fly north in high-pressure weather. They wait for 
cloudy, damp weather. 8. Migrating birds do not fly 
whichever way the wind blows, but they are often 
deflected in their flight. At Cape May, New Jersey, 
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winds of the oceans each to its ancestral breeding 
colony on one island or a group of islands. 6. Though 
many land birds fly at night in migration they seem 
to rely on sight, and when the night is too dark or 
the fog too dense they are sometimes delayed. 


a strong offshore wind will funnel most birds into 
the cape as they fly south. 9. Birds do not let a 
strong wind stop them in their migration flights, but 
winds of hurricane force can sometimes carry them 
far away from their native haunts or travel routes. 





